ROMANCE

the great lover who will achieve the vision of the
Holy Grail:

Far in the town of Sarras
Red-rose the gloamings fall,

For in her heart of wonder
Flames the Sangreal.

The gleaming fosses ring her,
Haut dreams her turrets are,

She riseth o'er the desert
Like the great Magian star.

Through the o'er-castled portals
The knights ride out and in;

Their tired sweet heads all drooping, .
They pray away their sin.

Upon the carven causeway

Pass damozels in vair
And samite dropped with flamelets,

Crowned on their ashen hair.

Into the Town of Sarras,

Most delicate and sad,
Like a measure of rare music

Came Lord Galahad.

The Crown of Gold he beareth,

A dream-king exquisite,
Till the fair Lord of Heaven

Yet closer needs his knight.

Dreams of the Town of Sarras,
Ye ever give me dole,

With dome and steeple staining
Horizons of my soul!